language. I have tried above to translate two terms from
this language: the one that literally meant "stranger-
acquaintance" I translated as "friend by sight" j the other,
the warm scarf, I translated with the French-English
compound "Bise muffler," In the course of the years this
language developed into a thieves' latin, or what might
be called a spies' cant, or something like the language
written nowadays by people in countries where the mail
is censored, Our Hungarian countrymen often goggled
when we forgot ourselves and spoke a few words of our
private language in their presence, But we enjoyed having
a language of our own, and continued to develop it of
set purpose. In the end we had more than a hundred
words. We could say whole sentences that no one could
understand.

o

After one of these philological displays, I told her the
old story from Hungarian folklore, about the rich peasant,
his son, and the French language-master, (Funny though
the story is, it has a bitter taste as I write it down now,)
As the story goes, the rich but stupid parvenu took it into
his head that his son must learn French, He spread the
word that he was looking for someone to teach his son the
language. The tutor was to have free lodging, good food,
and a handsome salary until the boy could speak perfect
French.

This came to the ears of a penniless, ragged young man
who was almost starving to death; though he could not
speak a word of French, he applied to the rich peasant ascoffin; the house where
